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Ing your Mountain-daisy; perhaps It may not
displease you.*

I have been trying to add to the number of
your subscribers, but find many of my acquaint-
ance are already among them. I have only to
add, that with every sentiment of esteem, and
the most cordial good wishes,

I am,
Your obedient humble servant,

L MOORE.

No.

% The sonnet is as follows:

WHILE soon " the garden's flaunting flowers" decay,

And scattered on the earth neglected lie,
The " Mountain-daisy/' cherished by the ray

A poet drew from heaven, shall never die.
Ah, like that lonely flower the poet rose !

'Hid penury's bare soil and bitter gale ;
He felt each storm that on the mountain blows,

Nor ever knew the shelter of the vale.
By genius in her native vigour nurst,

On nature with impassion'd look he gazed;
Then through the cloud of adverse fortune burst

Indignant, and in light unborrow'd blazed.
Scotia F from rude affliction shield thy bard,
His heaven-taught numbers Fame herself will guard.
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